7 h<' Tragedy 

jj^.AIas poore foule, I enuynot thy glory, 

To feed my humour wifh thy felfe no harme. 
.Dar.G/o.NojWhen hc that is my husband now» 

Game to me, I followed Hennes Conrfc, 

When the blood was fcarce wafht from his hands, 

Which iiTucd from my other angell husband. 

And that dcad faint, which then I weeping followed, 

O,when I fay,I lookt on Richards face, 

This was my vvifli, be thou-qüoth i accurft, 

For making me fo young, fo old a widdovv. 

And when thou wed rt, let forrovv haunt thy bed. 

And be thy wifê if any be fo bad 
As miferable by the death of thee. 

As th©u hallmademeby my deare Lords death, 

Lo cuen I can repeate this curie againe, 

Euen infolhort a fpacc, mywomans heart 
Crofly grew capriue to his honey words. 

And prou’d the fubie&of mine owne foules curfe, 

Which cuer fince bath kept mine eyes from fleepe, 

For neuer.yet one houre in his bed, 

Haue I in oyed the golden dew of fleepe, 

■ But haue beene waked by his timerous dreames» 

Befidcs hehates me for my father W arwicke. 

And will fhortly berid of me, 

Qu. Alas poore foule,I pity thy complaints. 

Dut.Glo. No more then from my foute I mourne for yoffi'S 
^«.Farcvvell.thou wocfull welcomerof glory. 

Dut-Glo. Adue poore foule thou takelt thy leane ©fit, 

X>. TV.Gothou to Richmond&i good fortune guidc thee 
Go thou to Ricbard, and good Angels guard thee. 

Go thou to fan&uary, good thoughts polfelfe ihee, 

3 tomy graue, where peaceand reft Iye.withme, 

Eyghty old ycares of forrow haue I feene. 

And each hoyres ioy wrackt witha weekeof teene* 

'Thetrnm^etsfpund. Enter Ricbard Crowned , Bucbjgg- 
hfintfCatesby, wtth etherNobles. 

Ring, Stand all apart, Goulin of Buckjughar», 

.* Giue me thy hand» Herehe * fonds his Tbronc, 

Thus | 
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o/RIchard the Third . 

T u n , high by thy adaice 

;‘nd thv aifiitanceis King Richard feated : 

P u {hall we weare thefe honours for a day ? 

Or (hall they lalt and we reioyce in tbem ? 

Bhc .still liue they,and forener may they la IK 
A : r.O Bnckingham now 1 doe play the touch, 

To tt v if thou be currant Gold indeed : , . 

Yon oEd**rd liues'fchinke now what I wonld fay 
‘ Buc . Say on my gradous Soueraigne. 

Kine .W hy Btsckingham, I fay I would be Kmg, 
8#f?Whyïo yoü are my thrice renowned Liege, 

King. Ha: am I King tis fo, but Edward liues, 

’Buo True noble Prince, 

Ring. O bitter confequence, 

Th&iEdivard ftiU fhoitld liuetrue noble Prince» 

. Coufin thou wert notwenttobe fodull, 

Shall I be plaine I wilhihebaftards dead. 

And I would haue itfuddainly performd, 

What fa ie 11 thou-? fpeake fuddenly , bebriefe, 
^«c.Your grace may doe yourpleafure. 

Ring, Tut,tut,thouart all yce, thy kindnelfe frefizetb? 
Say,haue I thy confent that they fhall die > 

Buc. Giue me fome breath my Lord, 

Eefore I pofitiuely fpeake herein: 

3 will refolue your grace imedratly. 

Cat. The King is angry fee he biteshis lip. 

Ring. I will conuerfewith iron witty fooles,- 
And vnrclpediue Boy es , none are for me 
That looke into me with conliderate eyes: 

Boy. fli«h reaching Buckingham growes circumlpedr. 
Boy. Lord* 

Ring. Knowft thou not any whom corrupCmg Gold 
Would tempt vnto a elofe expioit of death* 

Boy. My Lord , Iknowadifcontented Gentleman, 
Whofe humble meanesmatcht nothishaughty mind. 
Gold were as good astwenty Orators, 

And will no doubt tempt him to any thing* 

Ring. What is his name ? 

Boy, His name my Lord, is TernU 
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